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FIRST ENCOUNTER 


I did sit in the chamber 
of Gorbag, waiting my 
turn to speak as the 
great orc dismissed the 
noble Mayor of 

PaxLair, who 

approached the mighty 
clan on a mission of 
peace and 
understanding. I 

soaked in all details 
that I could -- some 
orcs wear red boots, 
there is a clear 
hierarchy, loyalty is 
demanded, gold is 
prized -- but the 
thought of where I was, 
a place where few 
humans had been, 

soon too the forefront. I 
was amidst the enemy, 
in the belly of the 
beast. 


Mayor Winfield left, and 
an angry Gorbag 

wished me dead. One 

orc, Murbog, saved me, 
for he might have 
understood what his 
brethren did not, that it 


is human nature to 
learn, as it is orcish 
nature to "“clomp.” I was 
granted an audience. 
Gorbag heard me out 
with suspicion. His 
reluctance was easily 
understood. I was their 
enemy. What good 
purpose would I have 

in observing them? 


Just then, a band of 
cutthroat human, aided 
by an elf, raided the 
fort. I cursed this, 
selfishly. Blood would 
be shed but I, so 

human, thought first of 
myself, of the 
interruption this posed. 
Then, interestingly 
enough, Gorbag invited 
me to watch the battle. 
And I saw. Orcs, 
fighting for the right to 
live. Fighting against 
looters who, after the 
battles was done, stood 
over dead orcs and 
declared nothing more 
than: "That was fun.” 


I saw what Gorbag 
wanted me to see. 


The orcs are much 
misunderstood. I wish 
to learn more, and 
teach. They do not 
claim to be noble, nor 
honorable. They claim 
oppression. Perhaps 
they are justified. 


MURBOG 


Murbog, chieftain of the 
Snub’ Gruk tribe, bows 


to clan leader Gorbag 
and the great Wargod, 
and none others. As a 
child, he was an orc as 
most humans know 

them. He roamed the 
forests of Yew, 
"clomping” humans 
where he found them. 
Then, tragedy struck. 
His birth clan was 
destroyed. The humans 
who did this mustered 
som mercy, and offered 
to take Murbog in as 
one of their own. A 
pet? A slave? I cannot 
imagine. 
Understandable, he did 
not want to be one of 
them. He ran, was 
discovered by Gorbag, 
and, upon reaching age 
and strength, was 
given his title and his 
new tribe. 


Murbog wears red 

boots. I asked him why, 
and he explained that 
all tribes have colors 
and traditions. The 
Snub’ Gruk eat the 
corpses of their human 
victims, then collect the 
blood into a tub. This 
blood is used to dye 

the boots of the tribe's 
warriors. My skin 
crawled, but I tried my 
best to avoid showing 
this. 


In Murbog I have the 
closest a human cam 

come to an orcish 
friend. I am old, smelly 
and weak. But I am 
welcome to speak with 


him when I wish. 
Here ends Volume 1. 
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